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There Was Never A Doubt In My Mind 


2010 Christmas at Dave's house. 

Nate sat by himself, sipping mulled wine. He watched Dave flitting around, laughing, hugging people, drinking 
beer, and taking selfies. Taylor was engaged in an animated conversation with Butch and James. Pat and Chris 
stood at the kitchen island, snacking. Why Nate had chosen to put a bit of space between him and his 
bandmates, he couldn't say, but with his recent admission, he'd felt the need to isolate. 

When he noticed Taylor glancing at him, Nate gave him a little smile. 

"What's the matter, buddy? You bored?" Taylor asked as he plopped down next to Nate on the small loveseat. 
"No, not bored. | enjoy watching you all” He replied with a little nod. 

The drummer gave him a look that said he didn't buy it. "You enjoy watching us? Fucking pervert. 


You've been doing this since you told us. Why did you tell us, anyway? It's not like we give a shit who you take 
to bed. Unless it's one of us. Oh, my god! It's one of us, isn't it?" 


Nate rolled his eyes. "Would you relax? It is not one of us. It's not anybody, actually." 

"You're not sleeping with someone right now." 

"No." 

"Then | don't get it. Why'd you think you had to tell us?" 

Nate shrugged. "I didn't think | had to tell you. | wanted to. | wanted my closest friends to know." He paused and 
took a sip of his wine. "You see, | kind of struggled with it for a while. | had trouble accepting it, you know? So 


maybe having your acceptance will help me embrace it" 


Taylor smiled and squeezed Nate's shoulder. "Of course you have our acceptance. You have all my love and 


support, too. You're still you, buddy." He stood up and kissed the top of Nate's head. "Merry Christmas, Nate." 
"Merry Christmas, T" 

Thanks to Taylor's kind words, Nate was able to relax a little. He joined in on Dave and Rami's heated debate 
about the greatest skateboarder of all time. He drank more wine and fixed a plate of food, exchanging some 
jokes with Pat about the worst holiday foods. Nate contended that foie gras was the worst thing he'd ever 
heard of. Pat said that jello molds were the stuff of his nightmares. Chris admitted to enjoying fruitcakes. 


By the time the evening was through, Nate had had too much wine to even think of driving himself home. He 
giggled and swayed while Dave ushered him to the couch. 


"You're not going anywhere tonight, pal. Sit still while | make sure everybody leaves." 

So he sat, watching, again. One by one, sometimes two by two, people cleared out. 

Dave returned and held his hands out. "Come on, Saint Mendel. | got a spare bed with your name on it" 

Nate looked up and it was as if he was seeing Dave for the first time. He gasped every so faintly as he took in 
the sight of the long-haired man with his crooked smile and his endless, deep brown eyes. The bassist took one 
of Dave's hands. 

Dave laughed softly at the look on Nate's face. "You are fucking lit, kid. What'd you drink tonight?" 


"The mulled wine. It was delicious." 


"It was strong," Dave commented as he pulled Nate to his feet. He overpulled and his bassist stumbled into 


him. Dave quickly caught Nate in both arms. "Whoa!" 


"Sorry," Nate mumbled, stealing a sniff of Dave's hair. 


"No problem. Lets get you upstairs.’ 


As they took the staircase one step at a time with Nate gripping the banister -and Dave- tightly, he asked, 


"How come you're not drunk. | saw with you beer all night! 

Dave laughed. "Come on, dude. You know me better than that. Besides, I'm not not drunk" 

"Not not drunk?" 

"Yeah. Not as drunk as you, apparently." 

"Oh 

Nate was led into a bedroom at the top of the stairs where Dave gently lowered him to sit on the edge of the 
bed. He giggled when he noticed a couple of their Grammy trophies sitting on a shelf. "I get the Grammy 
room?" 

"Yep," Dave glanced over his shoulder at them. "What do you think?" 

"Hts where | keep mine" 

"Oh, yeah?" 

"Nah. | gave them to my mom” 

Dave sat down beside Nate. "Hey, um, Nate 

Yep?" 

"| wanted to ask you something’ 

Nate rolled his eyes and groaned. "Here it comes: 

"Here what comes?" 

"You're gonna ask me about telling you guys tm bi" 

"Well, no. Not exactly” 

"You wanna know why | told you and who l'm sleeping with now" 


"No! | mean „are you „sleeping with someone?" 


Nate laughed. "Nol Besides, it's none of your business if | was: 

"| know. IF's not that. | just | wondered how you knew" 

"What? That I'm into guys, too?" 

Dave nodded 

"| dont know," Nate shrugged "I guess | just „wait, why do you want to know that?" 

Dave answered with another question. "Did you, like, need to be with someone in order to know?" 
'No, but it helped me be sure 

The singer nodded 

"Why? Do you think you might ..2 

"| dont know! Kind of. Maybe. 

Nate nodded and turned his gaze to the floor. After a moment, "So you never .. 

Dave shook his head 

"People always said you were" 

"Maybe they know better than me" 

"Sometimes, that's the case 

"Okay. So you're drunk, I'm not that drunk Maybe | could ~" 

"What? Now? Like, fuck??" Nate blurted out, staring wildly at the other man 

"Nol" Dave chuckled. "Just make out or something. 

It was Nate's turn to laugh. "You want to make out with me? What, are we in high school or something” 
"Fine. Ifyou don't want to —" 


"| didn't say that" Nate quickly grabbed Dave's arm. 


Dave glanced down at his hand on his arm and then up at Nate. 
"| mean, | should help you figure this out." 
The singer laughed. "You should." 


"Okay, come here." Nate turned his body toward Dave and used his arm to draw him closer. "Never kissed a 


guy? Not even Taylor?" 

‘Not even Taylor, contrary to popular belief" 

| owe Pat a hundred bucks." 

"What?" 

"Not important. Ready?" 

Dave turned his body more and took a deep, slow breath. "Ready." 

Taking a moment to study Dave's face, Nate slid both hands along his jaw. He gave Dave plenty of time to back 
out before finally drawing him in and lightly touching his lips to the singer's. He held the kiss for only a second 
and then pulled back. 

Dave frowned. "That's like kissing my Nana. | want a hot kiss." 

"A hot kiss?" 

"Yeah, like making out. Remember?" 

ET AN 


"Yes! Nate, | wanna know. You said you'd help," The singer whined. 


"Fine. Come here," Nate pulled him in again and this time, slid one hand to the back of Dave's head and parted 
his lips, giving Dave his tongue. 


Dave eagerly accepted it, sliding his tongue against Nate's while he raised his hands to the bassist's elbows, 


holding him close. 
When Nate pulled back this time, he could feel the heat rise on his cheeks. "Was that better?" 


"It was a good start," Dave replied and immediately went back for more. 


Nate let out a little squeak when Dave's arms wound around him. He panted softly when the singer broke the 


kiss this time. 

‘It's different. | can feel your stubble and your strong lips." 
"Strong lips." 

‘Mmhmm," Dave purred. 

"Okay." 

"Um, but | still." 

"What?" 

"Not sure. Can you lie back?" 

"Lie back?" Nate repeated in delighted surprise. 

"Yeah." 

He hurried to kick off his shoes and lie back against the pillows. "Like this?" 


Dave nodded and crawled over Nate, who shifted and let the singer settle between his spread legs. Dave held 
himself up on both hands and dipped his head, kissing the bassist. "Feels different. Your body is harder." 


Nate mumbled, "One part of it is, that's for sure" 

As Dave lowered himself against Nate's chest, he purred, "Kinda like it" 

"Maybe you know now, then’ 

"Not sure" Dave stole another kiss. 

Nate wrapped his arms around Dave's neck He couldn't resist rolling his hips and thrust himself against Dave. 
Dave's hand pushed between their bodies and rubbed Nate through his jeans 

"Dave ." 

The singer continued as he moved his mouth to Nate's neck and licked 


"Dave," Nate moaned, sounding much less conflicted and much more turned on. 


"Nate," He whispered. "I want ." 

"What?" 

"Want to get you off" 

The bassist let out a little huff. "Doing a great job so far." 

"| am?" Dave picked his head up and grinned. 

Nate shook his head and laughed. "Of course. You're a natural." 

Their clothes were picked away and dropped to the floor. Any signs of hesitation were dropped away, too. Nate 
pushed Dave onto his back and settled by his hip, glancing up at the singer before taking hold of his cock and 
stroking it slowly, making sure that he gripped him loosely, but tight enough for Dave to feel the strength in 
his hand and the callouses on his fingers. 

"Ah, Nate," Dave sighed. "Feels so good. | can feel your rough, strong fingers." 

For a long time, he simply stroked, teasing Dave. He squeezed and loosened, stroked fast and then slow. Nate 
lightly glided his fingers over Dave's hardened length, making the singer whine and moan, trying to thrust 
himself into the bassist's hand. 

"Please do it faster." 

"Do you want to touch me?" 

"Oh, fuck yeah." 

Nate wasn't sure if Dave was excited to explore him or excited to repay his teasing. Either way, he shifted to 
put his cock within Dave's reach. As the singer stroked him, Nate lowered his head and took Dave into his 
mouth. 

"Holy fuck!" Dave shouted. 

Immediately pulling back, Nate looked at him in alarm. "What? No? Sorry, | thought you -" 

"Don't fucking stop!" 

Dave was just loud. Why this surprised Nate, he wasn't sure. As he stroked and sucked, the room was full of 


Dave's moaning and grunting until the singer threw his hips off the bed, squeezed Nate's dick hard in his fist, 


and howled a string of obscenities as he sent his come down Nate's throat. 


As soon as he swallowed, Nate hissed, "Ow! Ow, Dave! My cock!" 


‘Oh, shit! Sorry! It was just so fucking good!" He took a moment to collect himself and then shifted. "Gonna do 


you now." 
With a surprised grin, Nate replied, "Be my guest.’ 


Dave experimented a bit. He licked Nate from base to tip, making him groan He continued to lick the cock in his 


hand, going over every square inch of it, making it wet. 
"Dave. Fuck, yes," Nate moaned, encouraging the singer by tangling a fist in his hair and gently pressing down 


Dave couldn't help answering with his own moan before finally closing his lips around the head. He sucked lightly 
while pumping his fist up and down. As he took more of Nate, Dave eventually moved his hand away and 
bobbed his head, sliding his lips down as far as he could go and then slowly pulling back up. 


Above him, Nate hissed quietly, letting out his breath with a soft sigh. "So good, baby. Feels good" How badly 
he wanted to hold Dave's head down and fuck that big, warm, wet mouth of his. But Nate restrained himself, 
already thinking ahead to the next time Dave wanted to fool around. Instead, he pet Dave's hair and murmured, 


"You like sucking dick, don't you?" 


Dave lifted his head, a string of his spit stretching between his bottom lip and the head of Nate's cock. "Think | 
do." 


"Good. You're good at it" Nate gave him a soft smile as he brushed Dave's hair away from his face. 

The singer worked in earnest to bring Nate to orgasm. And even when Nate warned him that he was close, 
Dave didn't stop. He sucked every drop of come from the bassist, swallowing it down and leaving Nate a 
panting, shuddering mess. As he wiped his mouth, Dave stretched out beside Nate, wearing a goofy grin. "l 
think it's settled. | like dick." 


"There was never a doubt in my mind." 


